TWO

SYNOPSIS.

@PHAFTER | —Lawrence Blakaley, law.

s to Pittaburg with the forged
‘?w- Bronson case te take the dep. |

of the chief witness far the pros-
, John Gilmo a millilonalre. In
Jatter's house the lawyer s attracied
the plcture of a girl, whom Gilmore
me is his granfdeaughter, Allson
He says her father is a rasosl and

8 friend of the forger

g YT

were burned: today—1 look forward
to a good cross-country chase, and
with luck we will draw™ His volce
changed suddenly “Yesterday-—she
was in Seal Harbor. Today—she is
here "

"Here In Washington™
naturally as I could
| “Yes Golng to stay a week or two.™

I asked, as
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ufidér the pillow.

“Well,” he said judicially, “you've
always declared against the immaturi-
ty and romantic nonsense of very
young women—""

“I never said anything of the sort,”
1 retorted furiously.

“*There is more satisfaction to be
had out of a good saddle horse!'™ he
quoted me. “'More excitement out
of a polo pony, and as for the eternal
matrimonial chase, give me instead a
good stubble, a fox, some decent dogs
and a hunter, and I'll show you the
real Joys of the chase!""™ P

“For heaven's sake, go down to the
telephone, you make my head ache.”
1 sald savagely

1 hardly know what prompted me
to take out the gold purse and look
at it It was an imbecile thing to do
—call it itmpulse, sentimentality,
what you wish. 1 brought it out, one
eye on the door, for Mre Kiopton has
a ready eye and o nol But
the house was quiet. Downstairs Mo-
Knight was flirting with the telephone

seless shoe

"Oh, 1 bhud a lttle hen and she had & - Ao 'S « ot
ONAPTER Il —Standing 'n line to buy | : central and ther WHE Hn .nlnt
& Pullman ticket HPlake.ey is regquesatsd a boneset tea in the air 1 think Mrs
By a lady to buy ene far her He gives ng hie use lopton ascinated out of her
har lower 11 and retalns lower ten. Ha Klopton was fascinated 5
a man in & drunken stuper {a Inwer theories by the bayeset connec-
and retires in lower nine Rich! | tion with the fractured arm
CHAPTER T —Hs awakens in lower L BUD- . Anyhow, # bhag and look
and finds that his traveling baxg has | od & hive been un-
red 4 in i's stend s another K e b A . &5 R ks
elothes Il ise have been exchanged fastened r 1 ns Auu!‘ ther
others t m | was an a A wn 1] snowfleld of
nd ] nk lo 2o it ne : i
CHAPTER IV.—An amateur deteotive | N won't S the cou ' y. & wisp
ts himself in the case 1t In learnsd H of a handk iklet with
tha dead man i# Simon Harrington a g dahes s st i ] : owdery
Pittaburg. he . L3 | hin leav a p " 3
RCTEN b his r o 8al | gubstance—and a » 1 drew
CHAPTER V. —Henry Pinckney Bulld- ' g, the bed | myselt up &l Y a ed at the
vk Ia belinved to be the npname of L] " . “I .
man who Appeared with Hlake=] w h, | meckia
shothes and grig He i» suspected of the yo K | " 1 o af
murder Tt 1 rined
. A me falrs {1 n oA N, B
CHAPTER VL—ilakeley becomes in-  WoI 1 hat 1 ha knew Bow | mas ; a d
Sarested !nm & girl In Hlue A dirk and 3 - =
Meed siainy are found in lower seven = .L. ] . CATYE i
Blakeley comes under suspiclon £ 4 3th | peck ;
iy . RE® | neck 4 t 1 iacos
CHAPTER It ¢ rrumetantial ol £ ks - ; ' I I
m.‘ againat Blakeley is strengthened mak . ke Ly T
traln ia wrecked P
CHAPTER VII Blakeley 1a 3 1]}
the burning car by the gir \ 1 1 bain tha .
arm la brokan = =
. o
CHAPTER IX -Together ther go 0 ' a i | gneh had } o Ty
e Carier farm dor hroep st She tells - i 3 " . :
M her name is A n Wenst in part- ) RE Wi ik
mer'm mwre! ) w 1| xnew
i f ol » ] i
CHAPTER X —Allson’s pe 1 1| amatey : ad
mystify o S 1k | gtain ’
Mg and r t 4 " 14 talk
his And there v ‘ ] talk
L & abhout
- TR X . . e E
penings r ¢ | give me n alu indd e e thero ’
tons of hoe § ¥
CHAPTER X \ o year, ar t .I aAr of
| coincidence
o Vith my one useful hund T fum
Fhe Gove Bag | y 1 r"‘]t!"‘"."' & # " bar and
1 baye alway o nt o8 | = " »I.Pl.‘t 11 I Rba) . A _-. i
thiuat It deed O "
Of mpOntsti t 't {1 g ’ nYus
fusing t I " 1 { 3 -
Itz powder, unite tw . t |
Bling «pherms , ! . pemLE.
surely ther | 1 1 Lt & L younsg
single ms 1 |4 f-confl-
A communitv of i an } ked di
strong. that betweon thmt | s 2 e
ing and the nest the ¥ Erow in shook
into something st nds with MeKnight until I eould
Ppecially true, | fancy v oh the bed-
temperament, ths v R
K 1 Then he snt de \ de the bed and
s vel e ig=s with hands
A they .
' ¥ i
Pretiy g 1 shay he endd. “"How
t q ny i 1 ¥
a Xl "Oh, « vplied |
t§ would like t ' r
" Nopsen e £t while youm
b ¥{have an excuse for It I wish to thun- - -
C it ¥ 1 de | 1 stay un bed for a day or A=
11 ¥ I wasn up nll night
bs “Have v drink McKnight sald,
nushine over the hortle
FEphIg o8 0 | Knew That Bit of Chain.
Twins' he doctor grinned
to camfort ber b “Have two pillows. Then I lay back in a cold
had patted a teaspos But the med! mn refused perspiration What connection had
out of Mrs Ki “l wouldn't oven wear o champagne- | Allgon West with this crime? Why
What was it M eolored mnecktle during business | had she stared so at the gun-metal cig
making an egreglous s ; : bhours,” he explained By the way, | arette case that morning on the train?
And that brought mie back to Richey, | I bhad another case from your accl- | What had alarmed her so st the farm-
and 1 fancy 1 groaned “There noj dent, Mr. Hlakeley, last yesterday aft- | house? What had she taken back to
use expatiating on the i be- | ernoon Under the tongue, please”™ | the gate? Why 4ld she wish she had
tween two men who to- | He stuck a thermomet®r in my mouth. | not escaped from the wreck? And
gether through rollegs By quar I had a sudden terrible vision of the | last, in heaven's name, how did a part
reled and mude It ), fussed together | amateur detective coming to light, | of her necklace become torn off and
over politics and debated creods for' notebhook, cheerful impertinence and | covered with blood?

years,; men don't need to be told, and
women cannot understand erih
Jeus, 1 groaned It it had
one but Rich!

Bome things were mine however,

and I would held them: The haleyom
breakfast. the gqueer hat, the pebble in
her small shoe, the gold bag with the
Proken chain—the bag! Why, it was
in my pocket at that moment

1 got up palnfally sod found my
ecoat. Yes, there was the purse, bul-
giag with an opulent suggestion of
wealth inside. 1 went back to bed
again, somewhat dlzzy, between effort
and the touch of the trinket, go lately
bers. 1 held it up by itz broken chain
and gloated over it. Py careful atten-
"tUon to orders, 1 ought to be out in a
aay or so. Then—I could return it to
her. 1 really ought to do that; it was
wvaluable, and I wouldn't care to trust

§t to the mail. T could rum down to
Richmond, and see her once—these
was no disloyalty to Rich in that

I had no intention of opening the
fittle bag. I put it under my pillow—
which was my reason for refusing to
bave the linen slips changed, to Mrs.
Klopton's dismay. And sometimes dur-
ing the morning, while 1 lay under a
w¥irgin field of white, ornamented with
strange flowers, my cigarettes hidden
beyond discovery, and Science and
Health on a table by my elbow, as If
by the merest accident, I glip my hand
under my plllow and touch It rev-
erently.

McKnight came in about 11. 1 heard
his car at the curb, followed almost
immediately by his slam st the front
@oor, and his usual clamor on the
stairse. He had a bottle under his
arm, rightly surmising that I had been
forbldden stimulant, and a large box
of cigareties In his pocket, suspecting
my deprivation.

“Well,” he sald cheerfully. “How
ald you sleep after keeping me up half
the night?”

I slipped my hand around; the purse
was well covered.

“Have it now, or walt till 1 get the
eork out? he rattled on i

“1 don’t want anything,” I protested.
*l wish you wouldn't be so darned
cheerful, Richey.”
tling to stare at me,

*7 am saddest when I sing!"” he
quoted unctuously, “It's pure reac-

incriminating data. "A small
1 demsanded, “gray halr—"

“Keep your mouth closed,
tor sald peremptorlly. “No
an, with a fractured skull. Beautiful
case. Van Kirk was up to his eyes
and sent for me. Hemorrhage, right-
rided paralysis, irregular pupils—all
the trimmings Worked for two
hours ™

“INd she recover ™ McKnight put in,
He was examining the doctor with a
new awe

“She lifted her right arm before I
left.” the doctor finished cheerily, “so
the operation was a success, even if
she should die”™

“Good heavens,” McKnight broke
in, “and 1 thought you were just an
ordinary mortal, llke the rest of us!
Let me touch you for luck. Was she
pretty?

“Yes, and young., Had a wealth of
bronge-colored halr. Upon my soul,
1 hated to cut it

McKopight and T exchanged glances.

“Do you kuow ber name, doctor?™ I
asked. J

*“Ko. The nurses sald her clothes
came from a Pittsburg ialior.”

“She is not comscious, 1 supposa?™

“No; she may be to-morrow—or in
a waek "

He loocked at the thermometer,
murmured something about liquid diet,
avolding my eye—Mrs. Kloplton was
brofling s chop at the time—and took
his departure, humming cheerfully as
he went downstalrs. McKnight looked
after him wistfully.

“Jove, 1 wish 1 had his constitu-
tion,” he exclaimed. °“ Neither nerves
nor heart! What a chauffeur he would
make!"”

But 1 was serious.

“] have an jdea” 1 sald grimly,
“that this small matter of the murder
fs going to come up again, and that
your uncle will be in the deuce of a
fix if it does. If that woman Is going
to die, somebody ought to be around
to take her deposition. =She knows a
lot, if she didn't do it herself. ¥ wish
yow would go down to the telephone
and get the hospital. Find out her
name. and If she is conacious.”™

MeKnight went under protest. “I
haven't much time,” he said, looking
at his watch. *“I'm to meet Mra. West
and Alison at one. 1 wast you to
know them, Lollle. You would like
the mother.”

man?

the doe-
A wom-

“Why not the daughter? I

1 touched the littie gold

o T

in-
. : bax

L

Downstairs MeKnight was still at
the telephone, and amusing himself
with Mrs. Klopton in the interval of
waiting

“Why did he come home in a gray
gult, when he went away in a blue?™
he repeated. "“"Well, wrecks are queer
things, Mrs. Klopton. The suit may
have turned gray with fright. Or per.
haps wrecks do as queer stunts as
lightoiog. Friend of mine once was
struck by lightning; he and the caddy
had taken refuge under a tree. After
the flash, when they recovered con-
scisusness, there was my friend in the
cadVy's clothes, and the caddy in his

And as my friend was a large man
and the caddy a very small boy—"

McKnight's story was {nterrupted
by the indignant slam of the dining
room door. He was obliged to walt
some time, and even his eternal cheer-
fulness was ebbing when he finally got
the hosapital

“Is Dr. Van Kirk there?” he asked.
“Not there? Well, can you tell me
bhow the patient {s whom Dr. Williams,
from Washington, operated on last
night? Well, I'm glad of that. lashe
consclous? Do you happen to know
her name? Yes, I'll hold the line.”

There was a long pause, then Me-
Knight's volce:

“Hello—ryes.
Good-by."

He came upstairs, two steps st a
time,

“Iook hera,” he sald, bursting into
tha room, “there may be something
in your theory, after all. The woman's
name—il may be s coincidence, but
it's curfous—her name is Sulllvan”

“What did T tell you?" 1 sald, sitting
up suddenly In bed. “She's probably
a slster of that scoundrel In lower
seven, and she was afraid of what he
might do.”

“Well, T'll go there some day soon.
8he's not conscloug yet.  In the mean-
time, the only thtug | can do ls to
keep an eye, through a detoctive, on
the people who try to approach EBron-
son. We'll have the case continued,
anyhow, in the hope that the stolen
notes will gooner or later turn up.”

“Confound this arm,” 1 said, paying
for my energy with some excruclating
throbs. “There's so much o be look-
ed after, and here | am, bandaged,
splintered, and generally useless. It's
a beastly shame.”

“Don’t forget that 1 am here,” sald
pompous'y, “And another

Thank you very much.

b, ' A T e

Y ~
filng. when you feel this way just re-
member thgre are two less desirable
places were you might be. One Is
Jail, and the other is—" He strummed
on an lmaginary harp, with devotional
eyes.

But  McEnight's light-heartedness
jarred on me that morning. I lay and
frownad under my helplessness. When
by chance I touched the little gold
bag, it seemed to scorch my fingers.
Richey, finding me unresponsive, left
to keep his luncheon engagement with
Alison West. As he clattered down |
the stairs, 1 turped my back to the
morning sunshine and abandoned my-
eolf to misery. By what strain on her
frayved nerves was Allson West keep-
ing up, 1 wondered? Under the cir-
cumstances, would I dare to return
the bag? ' Knowing that I had it,
would she hate me for my knowledge?
Or had [ exaggerated the importance
of the necgklace, and in that case had
she forgolten me already?

But McKnight had not gone, after
all, 1 hj;nru! kim coming back, his
volce préceding him, asd 1 groaned
with irritation

“Wake up!™ he called
sent you A lot of lowers
the box, Mrs. Klopton; I'm going out
to be run down by an automaobile,™

I roused fechle My
brother’'s wife is puanctillous about
puch things: all the new babies in the
family have silver rattlea, and all the
wick people flowers

“Somebody's
Please hold

to interost

McKnight pulled up an armful of
roses, and held them out to me
"“Wonder who they're from?" he
satdf lumbling in the box for a card
“There's no name—yes, here's one.’ l
He held 1t up and read ft with ex
asperating slowness, ]
- wef wishes

for an early recovery

PANION IN MISIMMORTUNE |
what do you know about
1 lafmed *“That's some Il
¢ n't tell me, Lollle” \
| rdly worth mentioning, |
1 snid wisly, with my art |
b ir tld hear It She had
n farpgat [ter all |
MeEKa 2 bud and fastene
| m 1 wa ‘
in ™
L r | % } Wy
r R r
W T ¥ f il n t t)
"
1-k hints h
fon { at 1
£ roses she
h it m with hor,
ar r pillows and
tried to it wans his
s e, any} 1 that 1 wasn't even
Araw ber that, and
to forget t broken neckl: under
my B
CHAPTER XIiiL
Faded Roses
T was In the house for a week
Mueh of that tis I spent {n eompos-
fog and destroving letlters of thanka
to Misa West, and In growling at the
doctor McEnight dropped In daily,
bt he was less cheerful than usual
Now and then T caught him evelng me
ns if he had something to say, but

whatever if was he kept it 1o himself

Onee during the woek he went to
Baltimors nd saw the woman in the
hospital there. From the description
1 had little dlfficulty in recognizing
the younc woman who had been with

the murdered man in Pittsburg. But
she was still unconsclous An elderly
aunt had appeared, a gaunt person in
black, who sat around like a buzzard
on a fence, according McKnight,
and wepl. iIn a mixed figure, into a
damp handkerchief

On the last day of my imprisonment
he stopped In to thrash out a case
that was coming up In court the next
day, and to play a game of double goli-
taire with me

“Who woh the ball game?" T asked.

"We licked. Ask me some-
thing pleasant. Oh, by the way, Bron-
son's out to-day."™

‘T'm glad I'm not
gald pessimistically.

“Not he " McKnight pounced on my
ace, "He's no fool. Don't you suppose
he knows you took those notes to
Pittsburg?” The papers were full of

to

were

on his bond™ I
“He'll clear out™

It And he knows you escaped with
your life and a broken arm from the
wreck. What do we do next?! ‘The
ocommonwealth continues the case.
A deaf man on a dark night would
know those notes were mfissing.”

*Don't play so fast,” 1 remonstrated.
“l have only ome arm to your two.
Who 1s tralling PBroason? Did you
try to get Johnson?"

“I asked for him, but he had some
work on hand."

“The murder's evidently a dead is
sue,” 1 reflected. “No, I'm mnot jok-
ing. The wreck destroyed all the eyi-
dence. Tut I'm firm!y convinced those
notes will be offered, either to us or
to Bronson wvery scon. Johnson's a
blackguard, but he's a good detective.
He could make his fortune as a game
dog. What's he dolng?

McKnight put down his cards, and
rising, went to the window. As he
held the curtain back his customary
grin looked a little forced.

“To tell you the truth, Lollls," he
sald, “for the last two days he has
been watching a well-known Washing-
ing attorney named Lawrence Dlake
ley. He's across the street now.”

It took a moment for me to grasp
what he meant.

“Why, it's ridiculous™ 1 asserted.
“What would they trail me for? Go
over and tell Johnson to get out of
there, or I'll pot at him with my re
volver.”

"You can tell him that yourself™
McKnight paused and bent forward.
“Hello, here's a visitor; a little man
with string halt”

“1 won't ses him,” 1 smald firmly.
“T've been hothered enough by re-
porters”

We listened together 1o Mrs. Klop-
ton's expostulating tones in the lower

ball and the creak of the boards as
she came heavily up the stairs. She
had a plece of puper in her hand torn
from a pocket account-book. and on it
was the name, “Mr. Wilson Buda
Hotchkiss. Important business”

“Oh, well, show him up,” I sald re-
signedly. “You'd better put those
cards away, Richey. 1 fancy it's the
M:u' of the church around the cor
ner.

&

Zatd " Jmgs "
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But when the door coened to sdmit |

“The Stains You See and the Hole
Left by the Dirk.”

a curlously alert {iftle ‘man, adjustisg
his glasaes with nervous fingers, my
face must have shown my dismay.

It was the amateur detective of the
Ontario!

I shook hands without enthuslasm.
Here was the one survivor of the
wrecked car who could do me any
amount o¢f harm. There was no hope
that he had forgotten any of the ino-
eriminating details. In fact, he held
in his hand the very note-book which
contalned them

His manner was restrained, but it
was evident he was highly excited. 1
introduced him to McKnight, who has

the Imagination 1 lack, and whko
placed him at once, mentally.
I only learned yestorday that

you

had bren—er-—saved,” he sald r a4-
Iy. "Terrible accident—unspeakable
Dream about it all niglt and think
bout it all day. Broken arm?

“No He just wears the splint to
be different from other people” Me

I glared ut
ng to be gained

your spi nretly
everything ™

“You seem to have escapod Inju
I parried. He was fumbling for s
thing In

Yes, ] he replied ab
stractedly Remarkable thing, too
11 14 have broken
n o—you'l wwer
g hend t on
the wvery plilow ch was under [n
spection at the ¢ of the yreck. You
remember, don't you? Where did 1

put that package?™
He found it Gnally and opened it on
a table,
alism =a
and a
ing
“You recognize (t?™ he gaid. “The
stalns, you see, and the hole made by
the dirk. I tried to bring away the
entire pillow, but they thought 1 was
steallng It, and made me ve It up™
Richey touched the pleces gingerly.
“By Gearge,” he ‘and you carry
that around in your pocket! What ¢
vou should mistake it for your hand
kerchief ™
But Mr. Hotchkiss was not listen-
ing He stood bent somewhat for
ward, leaning over the table, and fixed
me with his ferret-llke eyes
“Have you seen the evening papers,
Mr. Blakeloy?™ he inquired.
1 glanced to where they
opened, and shook my head
“Then I have a disagreeable task™
he with evident relish. *Of
course, ul eonsidered the matter
of the man Harrington's death closed,

displaying with sojne theatrie-
1 of muslin

tangulnar
patch of striped tick-

ploce

similar

lay um-

sald

vimg b

after the wreck. 1 did myself, Asfar
as 1 wuas concerned, I meant to let it
remain s0. There were no other sur
vivors, at least none that I knew of,
and in spite of circumstances, there
were o number of peints in your fa-
vor.

“l wverified your |dentity, for In-
stance, a8 sgon as | recovered from
the shock. Also—I found on inquiring
of your taflor that you invariably wore
dark clothing™

McKnight came forward threatening-
Iy. “"Who are you, anvhow?™ he de-
manded. "“And how is this any busi
ness of yours?” Mr. Hotchkiss was
entirely unrufMed.

“l have a minor position here,” he
eald, reaching for a visiting card. *“1
am & very small patch on the seat of
government, sir.”

McKnight muttered something about
certain offensive designs against the
sald patch and retired grumbling to
the window. Our visitor was opening
the paper with a trguendous expendi-
ture of energy.

“Here it is.
idly aloud:

“The Pittsburg police have sent to
Baltimore two detectives who are
looking up the survivors of the il
fated Washington Flier. It has trans-
pired that Simon Harrington, the
Wood street merchant of that city,
wes not killed is the wreck, but was
murdered In his berth the night pre-
ceding the accldent Shortly before
the collision, John Flanders, the con-
ductor of the Flier, sent this telegram
to the chief of police:

“*Body of Simon Harrington found
stabbed in his berth, lower ten, On-
tario, st 6:30 this merning.

**JOHN FLANDERS, Conductor'

“It is hoped that the survivors of
the wrecked car Ontario will be found,
to tell what they know of the discov-
ery of the crime.

“Mr. John Gilmore, head of the
steel company for which Mr. Harring-
ton was purchasing agent, has signified
his intention of sifting the matter to
the bottom.*

“So you see” Hotchkiss concluded,
“there’s trouble brewing. You and 1
are the only survivors of that unfor-
tunate car.”

1 did not contradict him, but 1 knew
of two others, at least: Allson West,
and the woman we had left beside the
road that morning, babbling incoher-

Listen.” He read rap-

o

£

much,” Hotchkiss concluded: “Lower
seven was reserved from Cresson.”

Cresson! Where Allson West and
Mrs. Curtis had taken the train!

McKnight came forward and sud-
denly held out his hand. “Mr. Hotch-
kiss,” he sald, “I—I'm sorry if 1 have
been offensive. 1 thought when you
came in, that, like the Irishman and
the government, you were ‘forninst’
us. If you will put those cheerful
relles out of sight somewhere, I should
be glad to have you dine with me at
the lacubstor.” (His name for his
bachelor apartment.) “Compared with
Johnson, you are the great original
protoplasm.”

The strength of this was lost on
Hotchkiss, but the invitation was
clear., They went out together, and
from my window | watched them get
into McKnight's car. It was ralning,

and at the corner the Cannonball
skidded. Across the street my detect-
ive, Johnson, looked after them with
his crooked smile As he turned up
his collar he saw me, and lifted his
bat,
I lelt the window and sat down in
the growing dusk. So the occupant of
iower seven had got on the car at
with Alison West
There wae some
t enough to shield
1 duoor 1id sum
Y Imn i '
1 id, wi i 1 Thoy
AT i ]

1 1] "i r
th d . ._
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CHAPTER XIV

The Trap Door,
ng n wWed

the wreck, my forced [nactior
rondad to frenzy I't Vel

of Jolknson acrosgs I gtreet ar

ing, alwars wit sight of the house
kept me constantly exasperated It

s on that day that things began to

ome to & focus, & burninge gl s of
even's that med Lo conter on me.

I dined alone that evening in no
cheerfal v of. mind There had
boeen a polo imie the day before and
I had lent a ny, which Is alwars a
Lad thing 10 4 And she had wroench
ed her ! r. besides helpineg to
lese the Zams There was no one In
town perature wa S0 and
climbing, and my left hand persistent-
Iy cramped under Its bandage

Mrs. Klopton hersell saw me served,
my bread buttered and cut in tidblts
my meat ready for my fork. She hov
ored n nd me malernally, obviously
trying to cheer me

“"The paper =ays still warmer,” she
ventured “The thermometer s 92
now."

“And this coffee (s 260" 1 sald, put-
ting down my cup “"Where Is Eu.
phemin? 1 haven't seen her nround,
or heard a dish smash all day.*

“Euphemin s In bed,” Mrs. Klopten
rald gravely "Is your ment cut amall
enoug! Mr. Lawrence?™ Mre. Klop-
ton can throw more mystery into an
ordinary entence than any one 1
kpow She can say, “Are your sheets

damp, sir? And 1 can tell from her
tone that the house scrogs
has been robbed, or that my left hand
neighbor has appendlcitis S0 now |
looked up and asked the question she
was walting for

"What's the matter
mia? I Inquired idly.

"Frightened {into her
Klopton sald in a stage whisper.
“She’s had three hot water hottles
and she hasn't done a thing all day
but moan.'

“She oughtn't to take hot water
botties,” 1 sald In my severest tone.
"One would make me moan. You need
not wait, I'll ring If I need anything.*

Mrs. Klopton sailed to the door,
where she stopped and wheeled indig-
nantly. “l only hope you won't laugh
on the wrong side of your face some
morning, Mr. Lawrenece,” she declared,
with Christlan fortitude. “But I warn
you, I am going to have the police
watch that house next door.”

1 was half inclined to tell her that
both it and we were under police sur-
velllance at that moment. But [ like
Mrs, Klopton, in spite of the fact that
I make her life a torment for her, so
I refrained

“Last night, when the paper safd it
was golng to storm, I sent Euphemia
to the roof to bring the rugs in. Eliza
bad slipped out, although it was her
evening in. Euphemlia went up to the
roof—it was 11 o'clock—and scon i
heard her running downstairs crylng.
When she got to my room she just
folded up on the floor. She sald there
was a black figure sitting on the para-
pet of the house next door—the empty
hougse—and that when she appearad it
roge and waved long black arms at
her and spit like a cat”

1 had finished my digner and was
lighting a cigarette. “If there was
any one up there, which I doubt, they
probably sneezed,” I suggested. “But
if you feel uneasy, I'll take a look
around the roof to-night before I turn
in As far as Euphemia goes, 1
wouldn't be uneasy about her—doesn't
she always have an attack of some
sort when Eliza rings im an extra
evenlng on her?”

So 1 made a superficlal examination
of the window locks that night, visit-
ing parts of the house that 1 had not
seen gince I bought it. Then ] went
to the roof. Evidently it had not
been intended for any purpose save
to cover the house, for unlike the
houses around, there was no staircase.
A ladder and a trap-door led to it, and
it required some mice balancing on

the stroot

with Eupbe-

bed,” Mra.

£

1 did a foolish thing under impulse,
and 1 have not been sorry.

It was something after two when
the door-bell rang. It rang quickly,
twice. I got up  drowsily, for the
maids and Mrs. ﬁlopwu always lock
themselves beyond reach of the bell
at night, and put on a dressing gown.
The bell rang again on my way down-
stairs. T lit the hall ligkt and opened
the door. I was wide awake now, and
I saw that it was Johnson. His bald
head shone in the light—his crooked
mouth was twisted In a smile.

“Good heavens, man” I said fir
ritably., “Don’t you ever go home and
go to bed?™

He c¢loged the vestibule door behing
him and cavallerly turned the
light. Our dlalogue was sharp. stacea-
to.

“Have you a key to the empty house
next door?™ he demanded “Some-
ody's in there, and the Iatch s
caught.”

“The housea are allke
this door may fit.
go in?™

"*No There's a

out

The key to
Did you see them

light moving up
from room to room. | saw something
ke It Iast night, and 1 have been
watching The patrolman reported
queer doings there a week or so ago”

“A light!” 1 exclaimed “Da you
mean that ¥ou-
“Very likely.,” he sald grimly. “Have

you a revolver?

“All kinds in the gun rack.,” 1 re
plied, and going into the den, 1 came
back with a Smith and Wesson, "I'm
not much use,” I explained. “with this
arm, bt I'll do what I ecax There
may be somebody there The sery-

ants here have beon uneasy.”™
Johnson planned the camg

suggested on account of n

ty with the roof, that I go there

and

et off escape In that direction “3
have Roblsan out there now—the
patrolman on the beat™ he sajd “He'll
watch helow and you above, while 1
search the house. De as quiet ns pos-
sible.”

1 was rather amusad 1 put on some
elothes and felt my way carefully up
the stalrs, the revolver swinging free
in my pocket, my hand on the rail
At the foot of the ladder 1 stopped
and looked up. Above me there was a
gray rectangle of sky dotted with
stars It oceurred to me that with
my one scrviceable hand h ng the
ladder, 1T was bhardly In a position to

defend myself, that I was asbout to

holst a body that T am rather careful

of into a danger 1 couln’t see and
wasn't particularly keen about any-
how I don’t mind saying that the

seconds It took me to scramble up the
ladder were among the mosat unpleas-
ant that T recall

1 got to the top. however, without
fncident. T could see fairly well after
the darkness of the house beneath,
but there was nothing susplcious in
sight. The roofs, separatod by two
feet of brick wall, stretehed around
me, unbroken save by an oceasional
chimney, 1 went very softly over to
the other trap, the one belonging to
the suspected house. It was closed,
but I Imagined I could hear John-
son's footsteps ascending heavily.
Then even that was gone A near-by
clock struck three as [ stood walting.
I examined my revolver then, for the
first time, and found it was empty?!

I had been rather skeptical until
now. I had had the usual tolerant at-
titude of the man who s summoned.
from his bed to search for burglars,
combined with the artificial COUraAge
of firearms. With the discovery of
my empty gun, 1 felt like a wan on
the top of a voleano {n lvely eruption.
Buddenly I found myself staring in-
eredulously at the trapdoor at my
feet. 1 had examined it early in the
evening and found it bolted. Did I
Imagine it, or had it raised about an
inch? Wasn't it moving slowly as I
looked? No, I am not a hero; 1 was
startled almost into a panic. I had
one arm, and whoever was raising
that trap-door had two. My knees had
A queer inclination to bend the wrong
way.

Johnson's footsteps were distinet
enough, but he was evidently far be
low.
Inches mnow, remained stationary.
There was no sound from beneath it;
once I thought 1 heard two or three
gasping respirations; I am mnot sure
they were not my own. I wanted des-
perately to stand on one leg at a time
and hold the other up out of focus of
8 possible revolver,

1 did not seen the hand appear.,
There was nothing there, and then it
was there, clutching the frame of the
trap. 1 did the only thing I could
thiok of; I put my foot on it!

There was not a sound from be-
seath. The next moment I was kneel-
ing and had clutched the wrist just
above the hand. After a second’'s
struggle, the arm was still. With
something real to face, I was myself
agaln.

“Don't move, or I'll stand on the
trap and break your arm,” I panted.
What else could I threaten? T couldn't
shoot, 1 couldn't even fight. “John.
son!” 1 called.

And then I realized the thing that
stayed with me for a month, the thing
I cannot think of even now without a
shudder. The hand lay ice cold,
strangely qulescent. Under my fin-
Eers, an artery was beating feebly.
The wrist was as slender as—I held
the hand to the' light. Then I let it

1 held up my own hand in *he star
Hight and stared at a long serateh in

i

the palm, “A wgman!" I sald to my-
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The trap, raised perhaps two.




